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and now he is weak-kneed. He is going to desert us. I knew that
would happen when he got stuck. These smart, thick-skinned Sat-cho
politicians hide their faces when they get wrecked, like fleas putting
their heads between the mat seams."
A fanner said: "I should have changed my affiliation when Premier
Katsura's man approached me with an offer of a good sum for my
vote in the House, Had I known that our party would go like this so
soon, I would surely have taken that course. Ah? that was my mistake."
Another Diet member mourned his failure to desert in time. "What's
the use of talking about party government? See what President Ito
did."
"But that was our poor judgment. We knew his record very well,
yet we took it seriously when he boosted the new group," the first
speaker reminded the third.
The latter agreed, and continued: "That's true. He was the staunch-
est opponent of the party movement and then at the convenient mo-
ment he turned around and beckoned to us like a street-walker-"
"Ha, ha, ha, who knowingly followed that questionable character?"
The group laughed heartily,
"But seriously, don't you think the Sat-cho politicians are selfish, and
do everything to their own liking?" asked the farmer.
"Say, where are you from? Did you find that out only now? No
wonder you never make money in this game of politics," A so-far
silent comrade spoke with his mouth twisted.
"Well, I don't care what you say, I believed in him when he came
out for the new organization. Genro Ito*s henchmen told me that he,
as the President of the Seiyukai, could do anything in the world by
controlling the Cabinet all the time. I was made to believe that he was
going to reduce taxes and force the railroad companies to lay a lot of
tracks and build stations. If they wouldn't, the Government was to
buy them up and build a railway station in every town in die
country."
Biting his finger nail, he went on: "Instead, the tax rate went up
and new taxes were imposed by the dozen every year, like mushrooms
on manure piles after a long warm rain in the spring. Every time I go
home the only thing I can report to my supporters is more taxes. That's
"Your day-dream was a fancy one. At any rate, friends, who do you
think will be our next president?" Another husky-looking Representa-
tive spoke.

